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chicks. Querulous appeals for are Increasingly ignored
and the adolescents can be seen chasing their elders around
among the stony wastes of the colony with vain tears. The
groups of elders moult and become scraggy and unlovely as
their children once were. These now, in brand new coats
and white waistcoats, take to the water themselves. With
the onset of the Antarctic winter, the shortening grey days
and the howling snowstorms, when the pack-ice once more
clamps the South Orkneys and Deception Island like a vice,
the great penguin cities are deserted. The vast black and
white multitude puts to sea. Hundreds of miles out ia the
Southern Ocean they dart and leap through the water, or
lift their heads and squawk. In the spring the sea yields
them up again in thousands to ledges of rock or beaches of
black sand. They return to their cities when the snow
melts off them again3 revealing once more the hard and cold
but infinitely desirable stones, which, bowing, the gentlemen
present as tributes to the ladies.